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but a charwoman brought me in a tray of luncheon.   The three
servants are too grand to wait upon us so they employ a charwoman
Then my mother related all their adventures. I had a particular wish
to see Miss Kilvert though I usually loathe and abhor the sight of a
corpse, so Charlotte Haynes, the ladies' maid, was summoned and
she gladly conducted us upstairs into the bedroom and drew up the
blinds.  It was a small room very plainly furnished, but some
exquisite engravings hung on the walls. The bed stood in the middle
of the room and the room was full of chloride of lime. It was a four
post curtained bed, covered with a white sheet.  Charlotte drew
back the sheet. The dead woman 80 years old lay in her coffin, a
lead coffin fitted into an outer one of dark oak and Hned with white
satin. The coffin lid with its brass breastplate leaned upright in a
corner of the room. The face that lay still, frozen down into silence,
in the coffin was a very remarkable one. It was a distinguished face
with aristocratic features. A firm mouth, fine highly formed nose
delicately and sharply cut. There was a slight frown and a con-
traction of the brows. It was the face of a person of considerable
ability, stern, severe, and perhaps a little contemptuous, an expression
which with the contraction of the brows was so habitual that death
had smoothed neither away. It did not look like the face of a woman
of fourscore. The 'likeness to some one of the race' had 'come out5.
There was a strong family resemblance to my Father, and there was
a look which brought back a vague fleeting dim recollection which
I could not catch or define. It was the least repulsive dead face I have
seen. My Father went downstairs to bring my Mother up, as she
had at first declined accompanying us to the bedroom. I think we
were all glad that we had visited the room and seen the noble face
of the dead uncovered. She must have been very handsome in her
youth. My Father says she was more than this, 'she was bewitch-
ing'. She seems to have been a singularly clever accomplished person
of refined and elegant tastes. She played and sang exquisitely and
one of the canons compared her to Jenny Lind. The drawing room
upstairs was hung round with beautiful proof prints, some of the
most exquisite engravings I ever saw, so soft and clear. There also
lay on a side table the noble volumes of engravings of the ancient
Mansions of England. These were brought down by a servant for
us to look at.
I went out into the town for a walk with mv Father. As we were

